8           THE THINGS WE ARE

between twenty-five and thirty-five. A
stranger would have chosen the extremes
rather than the mean, the greater rather than
the lesser age. For he looked tired. He
always looked tired. He was not too old to
take some pleasure in cultivating that appear-
ance, and occasionally he did so ; but there
was really no need. His charwoman, the only
person who was known to have seen him asleep,
thought he had a " face like a mask " even
then.

He stared blankly at the disordered notes
where they had fluttered to the ground, but
he made no effort to pick them up. Instead,
he went across the room to a tall bureau in
hire-system Sheraton, and gently pulled open
a drawer. It contained two brown card-
board boxes on either side of a polished
mahogany work-box, with a lozenge of mother-
of-pearl in the lid. They fitted into the
drawer space so perfectly that one would
have thought they had been collected for
the purpose, The cardboard boxes had
been.

He lifted out the first cardboard box. It
was full of faded grey gloves, tied with mauve
ribbon. There was a bundle of little handker-
chiefs edged with lace, Dividing them was